As usual, Mabel Carter and young Peter Johnson had been
late; they had quarrelled about it on the way, because each
of them had good reasons for wanting to be especially
punctual to-night. They had barked and growled at each
other like two fighting puppies while their car had been
stuck in the evening traffic. Nevertheless, their entrance in
the Carter box was very effective and decorous and quite a
few heads turned away from the stage in their direction.
Mabel was acclaimed the most sophisticated debutante of the
season, although inside that impressive shell there dwelt a
shy, emotional and childish young girl. To-night Mabel
wore a white gown of expensive simplicity, and a coat of
platinum fox. Peter could not but acknowledge grudgingly
that she was the best-looking girl in the whole Opera House.

"Hello, Henry," she whispered to her father, who used
to call her his Little Girl Friend.

"Hello, Punk/' he whispered back.

After shaking hands with old Peter Johnson, who pushed
a chair in front for her, she immediately focused her whole
attention on the stage.

"What's the matter, Punk?5* young Peter asked her, when
she dropped her evening bag for the third time. "Nothing,
I'm having the jitters/* she answered guiltily. "Because of
that fellow?" he whispered to her, indicating with his chin
Robert Marsh, who wasn't singing at the moment but sitting
astride his chair, almost in the centre of the stage, fiddling
with a little chain, while Carmen sang her Habanera. Mabel
threw a quick glance at her father, but Henry had heard
nothing. A slow blush rose in her face and ebbed away
again. Peter patte'd her shoulder as he used to do to his
nervous polo pony, but he, too, kept his eyes on the stage.
They were pals, they had always known each other, they had
shared chocolate bars, tennis rackets, auto accidents, secrets,
trips to Miami and the mutual experience of their first kiss.
Theirs had been what Mabel, from the height of her present
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